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Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 





Geroni a Stilton 
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Geronimo Stilton 
A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodents Gazette 


Thea Stilton 
Geronimo's sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodents Gazette 





Trap Stilton 
An awful joker; 
Geronimo's cousin and 
owner of the store 


Cheap Junk for Less 








Benjamin Stilton 
Asweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo’s favorite 
nephew 
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LATE AGAIN! 


"Putrid cheese puffs!" It was nine o'clock 
and I, Geronimo Stilton, was late for 
work — again! I rolled out of bed in a 
minute and was dressed in two. Pretty 
fast, considering I am really not a morning 
mouse. 

"CHEESE БЕСЕУ, I hate Monday 
mornings,” I grumbled while brushing my 
teeth with Ghed@ar-flavored toothpaste. 
Then I hurried downstairs, stumbled over 
my tail, and tumbled all the way down to 
the door. 
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pm 


/ QE AGAIN! 
Thump \ Thump! Thump! So much 


for being quiet as a mouse. 

The streets of New Mouse City, the capital 
of Mouse Island, were as noisy as ever. I 
guess everyone was late just like me. Cheese 
delivery trucks were everywhere, horns 
blasting. Mice, rats, a nd rodents of every 
size and shape Valed SY in cars, 
taxis, and Mouse Jordan sneakers. 

“Taxi!” I shouted, jumping into a cab. 
“Seventeen Swiss Cheese Center.” 

Minutes later, we pulled up to my editorial 
office. Oh, yes, I forgot to tell you that I run 
а newspaper. It’s called The 
Rodent’s Gazette. a 


at 
I took the stairs two 


time 


and burst inside. What a workout! I was 
pooped. Maybe I shouldn't have canceled 
my membership at Rats La Lanne after all. 
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But before I could think about it, Mousella, 
my secretary, tackled me. 





LATE 


«d ép! Асам __ 
Mr. Stilton, FINALLY? Ў 


cried, her glasses dangling olf ee ear. 
“There is a crowd of rodents waiting to see 
you: the designers, the printers, the mouse 
who works the water cooler...and the 
editor in chief wants to speak with you 
immediately.” 
I headed to my desk. Mousella followed. 
“The copy machine is jammed,” she 
continued. “Another mailroom mouse quit. 
And, Boss, se 
owt forget you promised me а rais 
My head felt like it was about to 
\ hate , explode. Even my whiskers hurt. I 
— : wouldn't wish this day on the 


NL ys | meanest n 
EN | €. A^ ever! 











"ЧЕА”5$ SECRET 


At lunchtime, my sister, Thea, who is a 
special correspondent for The Rodent's 
Gazette, came by on her motorcycle. 

“I am taking you out to lunch,” she said. 
“We've got reservations at The Mouse 
House.” She grabbed my paw апа 
Ww Risperea, “I have to tell you a very 
important secret.” 

TWENTY MINUTES later, I peeled myself 
off Thea’s motorcycle. My teeth were still 
chattering. 

“Are you trying to give me а heart 
attack?" I shrieKed, tugging my whiskers 
back into shape. “Why, МУ, why do 
you have to go so fast? It’s dangerous! One 


day, we're going to end up sipping cheese 






THEA's 


through straws at Mouse General!!" 


ce 


/ tsk... still the same old "Iraidy 





mouse.” My sister laughed, slipping into the 
‹ SKiaurant. 
Of course, before we could sit down, Thea 
had to greet fifty friends. 

“Hi, Ratsy! How you doing, 
Swissita!” 

I rolled my eyes. Thea had more [riends 

than a cheese delivery man the day 

before Thanksgiving! 








THEA’S , A SECRET 


Finally, we were seated. 

"So what is 1t?" I asked impatiently. 

But my sister was busy looking at the 
menu. “Why don't we order first,” she said. 
"Cheddar ravioli for two!" she told the 
waiter. “With €*xóra -spicy tomato 
sauce.” 

“Spicy?” I groaned. “You know I get 
HEARTBURN” Did I mention my sister 
can be incredibly annoying at times? 

Thea waved her paw. “Oh, please. You 
could use a little spice in your life. Besides, 
you'll have to get used to eating all sorts 
of food on our #trip,” she whispered, 
winking at me. 


“Trip? What trip?” I aske 


everybody to know?" she said, pinching my 









tail. 


Then SS SORT 


“Well, what are you 
talking about?” 1 
hissed. 





Thea glanced 
around. “Hold 
your whiskers. 1 
think the waiter 
may be spying 
on us. He looks a little 
SUSPICIOUS.’ she said. 

“Who on carth would want to spy on us?” 
I cried. My head started to pound. 


a} 


“If you only knew...” my sister replied, 
looking very mysterious. 

I clenched my fists. I couldn’t take it 
anymore. I climbed onto my chair and 
screamed, “WHAT ARE YOU TALKING 
ABOUT?!” 


Everyone stared. 





“Slimy Swiss balls! someone 


got up on the wrong side of the hole today,” 


said Thea. But she began talking anyway. “I 
found a map of an island showing the spot 








Тива JY S Et : 


where treasure is buried," she squeaked. 
“The Emerald Eye!” 

From under the table she pulled out a 
YELLOWED piece of paper. 

“I found this map at the flea market,” she 
continued. *Oh, GERRYKINS, you must 


come with me. This is a once-in-a-lifetime 
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chance!" she finished excitedly. 

“First of all, don't call me GERRYKINS. 
Му name is Geronimo!" I cried. *Second, 1 
will be too busy at work. We are about to 
publish the next volume of RODENT RULES 
FOR DUMMIES. And besides, who ever heard 
of an Emerald Eye? It’s ridiculous!” 

Thea grabbed my paw and stared straight 
into my ЄЧ е. “But you're my big 
brother — you can’t let me go on my own, 


GERRY BERRY 1” she squeaked 


in her sweetest voice. My sister could 
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THEA’S 


225 ECRET 


convince a cat to cook dinner for her. 

“The name is GE-RO-NI-MO!” I 
shouted. 

That night, I drank about ten cups of 
snoozyptime tea, listened to my squeaky- 
sounds sleep tape, and counted grilled 
cheese sandwiches. YW E d 
Still, I didn't sleep 
one wink! 










CHEAP JUNK 
FOR LESS 


The next day, we went to the harbor. 

“50, GERRYKINS, promise you'll come 
with me. You are not going to let me sail off 
all on my own!” insisted Thea. 


“Don’t call me GERE VEINS," I cried. 


[^ 


"The name is Ge-ro-ni-mo! 

Here's one thing you should know 
about my sister. When she gets an 
Idea in her head, it sticks 


7 
oe A Ti / S — К, 


шаап mre 
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like a mouse 









in a glue trap. 





CHEAP JUNK g FOR LESS 

Before I knew it, I had promised to go 
with her on her ridiculous treasure-hunting 
trip. And as every respectable mouse 
knows, a rodent's promise is nothing to joke 
about. 

“GHEWY CHEESE BITS! shouted 
Thea, breaking into a dance. 

Then Thea showed me a boat belonging to 
an old retired sea captain. It was the color 
of cheddar, extra-sharp, my favorite. The 


ship's name seemed to be a good sign, gd 
Lucky Lady. 5 \ K, y 
My sister stared А ship? then she 


winked at me. “You know, two sailors are 
really not enough for this boat," she said. 
“Do you know who else could come with 
us? Trap! He says he’s an expert SAILOR!” 
Sap og. SAILOR? canoe! SAILOR, 
My memories of my cousin Trap 
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CHEAP JUNK FOR LESS 





Stilton, also known as Pushy Paws, were not 
very good. When he was young, he was a 
real nightmare. 

“Trap?!” I sputtered. “But, Thea, don't 
you remember when he tied my tail up in a 
knot? I had to wear the same pants for a 
week! And what about the time he dyed 
my whiS Kers_with that purple grape 
juice? T 

But as I said, when my sister gets an idea 
in her head, there's no stopping Пет. 
Minutes later, we stood in front of Trap's 
thrift shop, Cheap Junk for Less. The store 
window was dustu and full of odd stuff: an 
old, YELLOWED photograph, a fake 
crystal that was supposed to ward off cats, a 
box of silver whiSl2er-cul. ers, a super- 
powered fur dryer. 

We went in. As the door opened, it 
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CHEAP JUNK FOR LESS 





triggered a bunch 
of small brass bells 
hanging from the 
ceiling. Inside, a 
PLUMPiShi 
mouse with short 
paws and a pencil 

tucked behind 

his ear sat with 





Ca 
his feet up on 
a Comey reclining chair. He wore baggy 
blue pants and а pair of  bright-red 
suspenders, It was Trap. He leaped up and 
scurried toward us with surprising speed. 
“Well, PIL be a mouse's uncle!” he 
shouted, crushing my paw in his. “Long 
time no see! You two are always together, 
huh? Like cream and cheese. So what's up? 
Want to buy something? Let me tell you 
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CHEAP JUNK = FOR LESS 


right up front: no discounts. Not even to 
relatives! cash only! ” he shouted in 
our ears. 

“Is there somewhere quict we can talk?” 
asked Thea. 
. lrap led us into a library filles 
- With, books on every SUbject. 


Cats. Cheese. Cats who eat cheese 






All of a sudden, we heard a 
horrifying sound. Meeeooowwww!!! 
Thea and 1 leaped up in the air. 


FOR LESS 





I 


CCRT” we shrieked together. 

Trap rolled around on the floor in a fit of 
laughter. . T Т 

tm На! а t Has, “That’s no 
cat. It’s just a tape recording. It comes on 
automatically as soon as someone enters the 
library. Pretty cute, don’t you think?” 

“Adorable,” squeaked Thea, POLLING HER 
LE. 

“Well, it does keep rat burglars away, and 
slimy sewer rats, too!" smirked Trap. 
“Hmm . . . І wonder if I could take out a patent 
on it," he added. I could just hear the wheels 
turning in his tiny mouse-sized brain. 

“I could make a bundle," he mumbled, his 


| | eyes shining. Then he 
iw Уур, turned back to us. 
KATE 


© ee 9 
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CHEAP JUNK FOR LEss 





“So Anyway, what are you two looking 
for? I don't have much time to shoot the 
cheese. I'm a very busy mouse, you 
know,” he added with pride, puffing up his 
Iur. 

Trap listened to "Thea's plans with 
half-closed eyes. But I could tell he was 
interested because his tail started to twitch 
when.she mentioned the Emerald Eye. 
—."OK.-Il join you," he agreed. “But 





anyone who dares to lay a paw on my part of 
the treasure is a dead rat!" 

We toasted to a successful trip, and 
twisting our tails together we squeaked: “То 
our trip! 


Y 
А Ж e 
“ends tog er ever J. 


Mice 
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QD 
ТАКЕ ME WITH YOU! 


On my way home, I stopped by to say 
hello to my favorite nephew, Benjamin. He's 
a cute little guy with tiny elapp 

"Uncle, read me a story!" he cried when 
he saw me. So I SAT DOWN in the big. 
сои chair in the деп. 

Ben loves stories. When he was 





Cars. 





younger, he always zonked 











out before I had a 
chance to finish my 
tale. That's why 

І dedicated my 
book Stiltor’s 
Cheesy Tales for 
Tiny Mice to him. 
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ТАКЕ М» @ ФӘ with You 
ig ie IR 


S | STG Ben, ^ I wrote. 
: ‘Mea Y aote IEAA ap DA ге 





long enough o pent ste 
thts 6oofc/" 

Today І can hardly believe my little 
nephew is already nine years old! I 
remember when he was just a squeaky little 
thing, drinking cheese sauce from a baby 
bottle! 

"You're going on a trip?" Ben asked when 
he heard about my plans. “Oh, please, 
please, please take me with you, Uncle! I 
can be your assistant. I can carry your 
notebooks. And I can sharpen your pencils 
with my cat-tooth pencil sharpener," he 
pleaded. 

"Sorry, Ben," I said, ruffling his fur. 
"Maybe next time, when you're a little 
older." 
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ТАКЕ МЕ «V with You 


Then I laid my right paw on my HEART 


and tugged at my whiskers wid. my left 
paw. This is a salute that we mice use 


on special occasions. It means that the 


| 
le 
Fo 

fa 


- 1 | 
le E F 1 | A rcm Lear | Pa} rt Fir gS 
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Fifteen pounds of extra-sharp cheddar 





eighty boxes of Mac and cheese 


ten tubs of Swiss 


nine bags of nacho cheese chips, unsalted... 


The next morning, I stood on the deck of 
the Lucky Lady, reading Out a list of our 
supplies. What a mess! 

“Trap, fill up the water tank,” I 
instructed my cousin, but 
instead of filling the water 
tank, he poured water 
into the fuel tank! “What 
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ANYTHING MISSING? 


are you doing?!" I 
squeaked. “I think 
you had better lay off 
the extra-sharp — it 
seems to be affecting 
your brain!” 

I turned to my sister. 

“Thea, 
and get me the compass I 





ordered down at Boats, Masts, and Beyond. 
Ask to see the owner, Squeaky La Rue, 
also known as The Squeak. He’s a friend 
of mine, so he should give you a discount. 
You can’t miss him. He’s a tall, thin, gray 
mouse with a tail so furry you could use it to 
dust every room in your mousehole." 
Just then I noticed Trap talking 

to the young ship rat on the boat 





next to ours. 


“That’s right, my young rat friend,” 
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ANYTHING MISSING? 


he whispered. “Don’t tell anyone... we're 
looking for something but I can't tell you 
what. . . . It begins with a T and ends with 
an E.... Thats right, it's on an island." 

Quick as a cat at a mouse convention, I 
leaped up and yanked Trap away by the tail. 
“Ате you going to blurt out the whole story 
about the treasure?" I Д, isseo. 

Trap gave me an innocent smile. “Did н и 
mention a trcasurc? There are lots of words 
that begin with T and end with E, you 
know," he smirked. “Telephone. for 
example. Or how about ticktacktoe?” 

I banged my head against the side of the 
ship. 

By six o'clock that night, we had finished 
loading. I rushed to Rats Authority, 
the best store in town for sporting goods. 

“Can you help me, please?" I said to 
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ANYTHING MISSING? 


Scratch, the mouse who owns the place. “I 
want to get everything I would need for a 
long sea voyage. And I'm in a big rush, so if 
you could hurry...” 

“Well, TO" me "t a cat-fur feather! If 
it isn't oO Geronimo Sh tow , the newspaper 
mouse!” Scratch cried. “What an honor!” 

He then began to drag out @V-er-\-thing 
in the entire store. My head was spinning. 
There were ten pairs of waterproof under- 


wear, a floppy cheddar-colored 





straw hat that squeaked if 
you stayed out in 
the sun too long, 
and a life raft 
shaped like a 
slice of cheese 

on a five-foot- 
long cracker. 






ANYTHING , f MISSING? 


“I also need a suitcase," I said to Scratch. 
"Or better yet, a big trunk!" 

“Tve got just the thing for a sharp mouse 
like you, Mr. Stilton!” he remarked, his €q€s 
gleaming. “Follow me.” 

He led me to the back of the store, 
where he unlocked the door to 
a small room. Then, like the 


ood a e as 


It was y covered it bright YELLOW leather 
that glowed in the dark. It was as 
wide asthe giant from Rat апа 
the Beanstalk and as 1 >ra zx as the 
line for cheese danish at the bakery on 
Sunday morning. 

"Isn't it a beauty?" asked Scratch. 
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ANYTHING MISSING? 


I nodded and carefully lifted the lid. 
Holey cheese! You could fit a sumo mouse 
inside! 

I spotted several coat hangers made of 
elv@@S@cloth and a whole shelf just for 
hats. There was a shiny cat-tooth comb and 
a wire brush for tough whiskers. The trunk 
also had a space for office supplies: paper, 
pens, paperweights, a tiny, tiny secret 
compartment, you name it. 

“ГП take it!” I SQUEAKED. _ 

“I knew you would like it, о Ше. Sitlton/ 
This is the real deal." He beamed, running 
his paws over the trunk. “It’s just the thing for 
an adventurous seagoing mouse such as pourself. 
Wish pou could take me along.” 

Hmm. Geronimo Stilton: Fearless Sailor 
of the High Seas, | though: Had a nice ring 


to it. I just might enjoy this trip after all! 


2C 
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. ARH, that salty smell of 
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FIRST DAWN AT SEA 


Ahh, the ceez breeze blowing in off the 
seca... Ahh, that salty smell of seaweed... 
I was starting to get into this sailing thing. 
It was so relaxing. Sort of like sitting in 
Great Grandma Tanglefur's rocking chair. 
Holding the tiller of the LACEY 7].2cly 
in my paws, I stared out over the 
Ocean wave. It was dawn, and the 
sun was just coming up, pale as a slice of 
Swiss cheese. 
We had just left the harbor, but I felt as if 
Pd been sailing all my life! I was wearing 
=~ a bright yellow windbreaker jacket 






I5) with matching yellow pants 
|» and my new yellow hat. 
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FIRST DAWN „ф@ AT SEA 


Can you guess what 







my [favorite color is? 
Yep, there's nothing like a 
little yellow to cheer 
| UP a mouse. It is the most 
` popular GOIF on our island. 

We have yellow cars, yellow schools, and 
yellow airplanes. In fact, one year, even 
Santa Mouse wore a YELLOW SUIT 
instead of a red onc! My nephew Ben wasn't 
too crazy about that, though. 

I smiled. I missed Ben so much. Funny 
how such a small mouse could give you 
such a big heartache! 

My daydreams were 
interrupted by Trap. 
He appeared on deck 
mullchln8 on a bag 
of nacho cheese chips. 
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FIRST DAWN AT SEA 





“Hey there, Cousin,” he squeaked with 
his mouth full. “Want some?” 

“Be careful!” I warned. “Don’t get any 
grease on the deck!” 

“You’resucha WORRYWART, Š 
he muttered, laying his greasy paw right on 
the deck. 

I closed my eyes and counted to ten. 

“Just bring me my chart.” I sighed. “I need 
to see if we are on course for Treasure 
Island.” . 

"Heu, no problemo, my little cousin!" 
squeaked Trap, waving a life buoy at me. He 
did a little dance. 


“Look out!’ I shrieked. 


“You almost stepped on my glasses!” I 
broke out in a GOLD SWEAT. Without 
my glasses, I couldn’t tell the difference 
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FIRST DAWN 





between a slice of mozzarella and a hunk of 
cheddar! Why, oh, why had we 


brought him along’? 
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FRESH CLAMS, 
ANYONE? 


It was evening, and the red SU ÍË sat on 
the ocean like a Cherry on top of a piece 
of cheesecake. Up in the sky, white fluffy 
clouds of whipped cream floated around. 

“What a defictows view!” 1 sighed. 

But just as I was beginning to enjoy it, I 
heard a mouse screaming. 

“Yeowee! That rotten stove is trying to kill 
me!" It was my cousin's voice. 

Thea and I rushed to hi, 
help him. 


“What 
happened? 








FRESH CLAMS 5 SS» 


What is it?” we squeaked together. 
Trap was leaping around on one paw. 
“This rotten stove keeps jumping UP ond 
Down like a teenage mouse at a Wild 
Whiskers ‘€6Wéert!” shrieked my 
cousin, massaging his toe. “I burned my 
paw with the clam sauce!” He slumped onto 
the padded sofa to check out his toe. 
“Maybe you two can set the TABLE, at 
least,” Trap continued. “While you’ve been 
up on deck enjoying the FRESH air, I’ve 
been busting my tail down here.” He 
closed his eyes and yawned. “Must I 
do everything?” 
I gave the clam sauce a good sniff as Thea 
mixed it into the pasta. 
“Nlow I know why in medieval times they 
poured Potting oil on their enemies from 


33 


the ЕЗ9. whined my cousin. 





46 


Las ade 
FRESH CLAMS 4 _ANYONE? 


He cradled his burned paw protectively. 

“Why, Trap, I didn’t know you were so 
cultured!” I remarked, filling my plate. 

My cousin smirked. “What gy, ao 9? 
culture? I got that from a gə O ĝe 
cartoon on TV,” he scoffed. ы 
“You can find everything on TV, you know." 

"Yes, of course you can...” I answered 
absentmindedly. I was sniffing at the sauce 
again. “Are you sure these clams are fresh?" 

^What do you mean, fresh? Of course they're 
FRESH!” Trap insisted. “Cross my heart.” 

“It’s just that. they. smell 
sort of like a SKUNK at a 
CHEAP PERFOME counter," I 


offered. 





Му cousin jumped off of 
the sofa. “Are you calling 
me a liar?" he shouted. “I told 


$7 uu 








you they were 

FRESH AS 

FRESH 

can be! If 

you don’t 

believe me, 

fine. I guess 
you just enjoy hurting my feelings!" 

Thea grabbed a slice of bread and headed 
for the stairs. “It’s my turn to stand watch!” 
she chirped, RACING AWAY. I hesitated 
for a moment, then began to eat very slowly. 

"I don't think ГЇЇ have any clams after all. 


эз 


I lost my appetite," said Trap, nibbling some 
bread and cheese. 

At two o'clock that morning, I woke up 
with a Aorrthle stomachache. 


I dashed to the bathroom, my .£lasses 
dangling off my snout. Seconds later, 
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I tripped over the bath mat, 
hanged my snout on the 
medicine cabinet, and 
plopped onto the toilet. 
> Suddenly, 1 had a horrible 
thought. Could ity bë the 
clams that had made me sick? 
Just then the bathroom door opened wide. 
Looking half asleep, Trap peered into the 


bathroom. Then he covered his nose with 





both paws. 

“What are you up to? Building some kind 
of STINK BOMB?” he coughed. Н 

Thea, woken ир by all the wolse, 
joined us. She sized up the situation in 
an instant. 

“Spit out the truth, Trap,” demanded my 
sister. “Where did you really buy those 
clams?” 
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FRESH CLAMS Au 





_ ANYONE? 


My cousin was silent. He stared down at 
the carpet. 

“Uh, well, I bought them in the fish 
department...at the FROZEN-FOOD 
counter!" he confessed with a guilty look. 

‘FROZEN 7!” I squeaked. “But you told 
me they were fresh clams!” 

Trap stood up straight. “Well, yes, of 
course they were fresh ...at one time. The 
FROZEN clams were, um, a special offer. 
The mouse who sold them to me last month 
told me to eat them that same day or they 
would spoil... but, of course, I didn't take 
him seriously. You know these sales mice, 
they always tend to exaggerate," squeaked 
‘Trap. 

“Со did و‎ sales mice, my paw!” 
I cried. “Оо you realize you could have 
killed me with that poison?! You should get 
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FRESH CLAMS 


c 
< 





ANYONE? 


a job as a chef at a cafeteria for cats!” 
I tried to grab him, but I ended up 
stumbling over a roll of toilet paper instead. 


why, oh, WHY naa we brought him along? 


e > o 
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А MYSTERY 
ON BOARD 


At ,dawn, on the sixteenth day of 
oiling, we were almost halfway fe 
Treasure Island. After my watch, I went 
down to the galley, where we had stored all 
of our food. That's when I discovered the 
bread crumbs on the floor. 

Strange, very strange, | thought. The trail 
of crumbs led to a barrel full of APPLES. I 
lifted the barrel's lid. | 

Е л 


Inside, I found five chewed- .-7 = 
бел” Келе mies = = 
up apple cores! = - eo” 
259 Cu : j 
dE © Did we 


qa — 2 
C= have a stowaway 
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on board? I decided not to say anything to 
the others. Not yet, anyway. If I was wrong, 
they would MAKE FUN OF ME FOR THE REST OF fs 
THE TRIP! ТОМА 
The next night, when everyone was / 7 | 

asleep, I sprinkled some baby 
powder in front of the oa 
kitchen door. Then I tied d: di 

| Liu 
a piece of thread to de 
the doorknob. | 7 

: a Early the next 

morning I went 


P —— 
3 T n | 
е down to check. Just 


do as Га thought! The 
thread had been( broken!) Yep зше. Тн. 
looked likesomeone had been sticking their 
paws in the old Cheese Bit jar! 
Then I noticed the paw prints in the 
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€ ©. е <. 
powder. How odd! They were very, very es, 
small. Could they belong to a dwarf mouse? 

I decided I had to do something before the 
little thief ate us right out of houseboat and 
home! That night, I slept with my lucky 
baseball bat by my side. It was a present 
from Slugrat Jones, also known as 
S Usay, an old rat friend of mine who plays 
professional baseball. If that stowaway came 
after me, Га be ready for him! 

It was one o'clock in the morning when 
| finally heard 


creaking 


sounds coming from 


h 





ШИРЕ 


A MYSTERY VE, ON BOARD 





the kitchen. I put on my glasses. Then I 
grabbed a flashlight with my right paw and 
the bat with my left. When I got downstairs, 
the sneaky thief was opening the fridge. 1 
tiptoed toward him and switched on 
the light. 

“Aha!” I cried, ready to strike. Then my 
mouth dropped open. It was my nephew 
Benjamin, happily munching on a Cheesy 
Chew! 

“Hello, Uncle!” he squeaked, 
flinging his E 





paws around my neck. He kissed me on the 
tip of my snout. "Aren't you glad to see me?" 
"Bur WHY...BUT HOW...BUT WHEN... 
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| MEAN, WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?" I 
stammered. 

“I promise to make myself useful!" he 
cried. “PIH sweep the deck, fold your 
clothes, stack your hats. Did you know I am 
a champion stacker? I got an A+ in stacking 
at Little Tails Academy when I was in 
kindergarten. And Ull be your secretary, 
too, so when you go back you can write a 
wonderful book!" 

There was only one thing to do. I gave him 
a giant mouse hug. 

“I love you very much, Benjamin,” I said. 
“And I am very glad you are here!” ‘> 


ә ө 


Sw NU Hoy Tu 
WHAT... уел... 
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MOUSE 
OVERBOOOARD! 





It was eleven o'clock at 
night, and I was standing 
watch at the helm. 

“Everything all right, Geronimeister?” 
asked Thea. 

“It would be even better if you didn't call 
me @Geronimeister!” I squeaked. 

It was getting colder. WAS THE WEATHER 
GOING TO CHANGE? | lifted my snout 
to look at the clouds, but just then the boat 
tipped and the boom hit me on the back. 
Before you could SAY “Grilled cheese 
on rye, hold the tomato!” I was knocked 
overboard. I didn't even have a chance to 


ay 


MOUSE OVERBOARD 





squeak! The boat sailed away 
from me as I floundered in the 
waves. 

Fortunately, Thea had seen me 
go over. "Mouse overboooard!!" 
she shrieked. Immediately, all 

the lights came on, and the 
Lacky Lədy turned toward 
me. Trap switched on a searchlight. 
«MELP/ Over here!” I cried, 


waving my paws. The waves 







were throwing me up and down 
like a Ratty Ann doll in a clothes 
dryer. Cold water seeped into my 
fur. My teeth began chattering so hard 
I thought they would bounce right out 
of my mouth. 

"There he is!" I heard someone shout. 
Suddenly, I was flooded with light. 
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They had spotted me/ 
Benjamin threw me a line, but I couldn't 
catch it. Then I felt a strong paw grab me by 
the ears. It was Trap! 

"Come on, Cousin! Grab hold of my tail!" 
he screamed. 

He dragged me back to the Lacky 

2Gl Y. Ben and Thea lowered a rope ladder. 

Splat! I spat out a spray of water and 
opened my eyes. Trap was jumping up and 
down on my stomach. 


“He’s ALIVE... HE'S ALIVE!” 


cried my cousin. $f 











OVERBOARD 


Му ears were BLUE from the cold. Thea 
was holding my paw. Tears shone in her eyes. 

“Uncle Trap, you really are a hero!” Ben 
exclaimed. 

“Really, Trap, we don’t know how to thank 
you!" Thea added gratefully. 

Trap was blushing. “Oh, its nothing, 
ratlings. Just another day for me. Don’t 
mention it.” He shrugged. He strode away, 
WHISTLING the theme song from his 
favorite TV show, X-Mouse. 

What a character! Trap pretends to be 

tough, but he is really a total 
softie. In fact, l'd say he's 







just as soft as my aunt 
Ratilda’s homemade 
cream cheese! 





А TRUE SAILOR 
ALWAYS KNOWS 
WHAT TO DO 


On the morning of the thirty-second day 
of sailing, I woke up with a start. 


| 22 


"Wake up, Gerrykins!" Thea shouted in 


my ear. "There's a storm out there!” 

Stull Hair @aSieCeP, І slipped on my 
coat and followed Thea up to the deck. 
The sky in the east was dark with big black 
clouds! 

“С О and lower the sails, Thea. No, wait a 
minute, leave the smallest one up. That way 
the boat will hold the seas better," I said. 
Maybe sailing wasn't such an easy thing 
after all. 
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A^ TRUE SAILOR 49 KNOWS WHAT TO Do 


“Td better get Trap," I told my sister. "He's 
a true sailor. He'll know what to do." 

I left Thea at the helm and went below to 
search for my cousin. The boat was being 
tossed about by the churning waves, 
which kept growing bigger and bigger. 

I opened the door to Trap's cabin. Му 
cousin was huddled up in his bunk under 
tne covers. 

“Trap, the bC ky 1.9 d Y is taking on 
water! We don't know what to do!" I 
shouted, shaking him. а 

*L...1I...don' know, either! he mumbled, 
rolling his eyes. PF 

*B-B-B-ut," I sputtered, tossing my hat on 
his bed. “I thought you knew everything 
about the sea! Didn’t you say you were once 
the captain of a ship?!” 


In answer to my question, my cousin sat 
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A TRUE SAILOR i KNOWS WHAT TO Do 


up with a jolt and threw up right into my hat! 
“HOLEY CHEESE!” I screamed, leaping 
away from the bed. I fell against Trap’s 
closet. A book fell out. I stared at the title: 
Learn caw tn Jail 
en. Eight Hundred 
Eady Гелла. 
A horrible feeling 









geripped me like / 
amousetrap іп Æ 
a fully stocked 
kitchen. I 
grabbed the —— 
book. A bookmark was 

stuck at page eleven. Leadan 

number three: Satta come tn many 

И” I choked. “You'll be lucky if 
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A TRUE SAILOR Kc KNOWS WHAT TO Do 


you can still eat soft cheeses when I’m 
through with you!" I screamed at Trap. Me 
had grawled back under the covers. “PH 
death you latér!" I called as I rushed 
back outside. 

Waves as high as Mouse Everest were 
pounding onto the deck. Each time the bow 
| of the ship hit a 
wave, the boat 
# sank lower. 
^ Then it would 
pop up again, 
this time tilted 
in the other/direction. 

Trap void de only 
one feeling guine d 
y ege ilg to my i d and gave he 


the bad néws about our’ seriously truth- 





r 


challenged cousin. For a munud she looked 
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А TRUE SAILOR A KNOWS WHAT TO Do 


а if she'd seen a cat. But she quickly/got a Fi 
^ "WHO NEEPS. HIM ANYWAY?” 


she squeaked, flipping her tail over Wer 


f 


shoulder. ; / 

What a mouse, that sister of mine! A 
FERS -RATĘ rodent, for sure. / 
/ The wind was getting stronger | 

stronger. Its high-pitche whistle éould 
din every dog in vi world. / 
M dd ier A s V ти 
ze 7 2! Th CO Zeo/ 
S 2 hw 

І thought, nervdusly ns thé fur on 
top of my heady What rotten lück to ь/ 
caught by the storm just now. We had onl 
twojór three more days y we would hit 
Tréasure ind? 

Each time the boat rocked, I could hear / 


P il seasick cousin moaning down in his; 


# 


/ 
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аріп. Serves Літ / right, I thought./ It 
/ i 4 Trap had *aecidentally" forgotten Ao 
mention he was never a captain of a ыў 


he was a cook! е / 


Night came, and things got even worse. 
We couldn't make/ out the direction of © 


the waves in the dark. The Lucky ody 
f 
of keg „үп forr 


like my uncle Nibbles m da at a family 





wedding. We were soake E to АД 


Suddenly, disaster struck, A 


"No down the mast. 
ей fae 


AND’ VATER BEGAN 


tonsils. awn c T and, 
was still eiua / 


/ 


А+ / 


J, Pe а 


Єз7 | 
' 2 / / | 
/ THE TRUNK OF / 
MANY WONDERS’ / 





/ 
/ I found myself н in the IC Y s£a. І 
thrashed about fof a lon time, spitting 
out salty water. уж Be waves kept 
rolli g me around. I felt like I GSP T 5. 
was stuck in the rinse cycle of г Е 9 

Suddenly/ | caug v dii sight of "s 2 
a little gray E 1 


Дым в 
"Benjamin!!!" p cried, g abbing wW vá 


him by his tail. 


Y if by magic, the wi d stopped. 1 
looked hi The LUCKY Ls IY had 


vanished without a trace. We needed , 
omething to hold on to. And then Į saw it.; 
Well, happy pos to me/(and to / 
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Benjamin, too, of course)! It was my 
TRUNK! 1 grabbed it with all my 
mousely strength. 

Sale! We were safe! 

Standing upright on the trunk, I scanned 
the horizon for Thea and Trap. Not a head 
or tail in sight. By afternoon, I was begin- 
ning to lose hope. But then I spied two very, 
very small dots in the distance. My heart 
beat so FAST even my fur stood up to see 


what all the fuss was about. 





THE TRUNK OF ДУ, MANY WONDERS 


"Thea! Trap!" I shouted at the top of my 
lungs. It was my sister and my cousin, all 
right! I paddled out to them, paws flying. 

“Take hold of my tail!” I shouted as I 
dragged them in. 

“I really thought it was the end, Cousin!" 
panted Trap, collapsing onto the TRUNK. 

Thea wrapped her tail around mine. "Big 
brother, Pm so glad you're okay!” She 
sighed. I hugged her tight. Tears rolled 


down Thea's wet, furry face. 








% BA Many WONDERS 


THE TRUNK or € 
Trap, was crying, too, for different reasons. 
"The Emerald Eye, " he sobbed. 

“We'll never find it now, without the map!” 
I glanced at my sister. For some reason, 

^w she was grinning. "Did 





someone say map?" 
she slipped a paw under 
her sweater, and out came the 
crurapled-up map! 
‘CRUNCHY CHEESE CHUNKS! 
shouted Trap. He threw his paws in the air 
like he'd just won tickets to the 
Supermouse Bowl. 


Ж, 
єў 
o, gy, cd yooray* ` 4M 
, E 
y o 
^. ray j 
j % улоо а, 
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THE TRUNK OF €32 MANY WONDERS 


Just then, Benjamin opened his eyes. 

"How are you doing, my little mousie?" I 
asked him. 

"Uncle! Is it you, Uncle Geronimo?" he 
murmured. 

“Yes, my dear little Benjamin, it's me," I 
whispered warmly. “Everything is 
going to be all right now, you'll see.” 


1 
Hooray: 
Poot ay “ap, 
Hooray ' ot ay X 
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CGOOD-BYE, SILK PA- 
JAMAS! 


Thea tried to review the situation. 

" According to my calculations, we should 
be right near Treasure Island," she said. 
dot 


in the sky. “А pelican! That means 


Then she pointed to a 479716 





we are really close!” 
Just then, Trap gave a loud 
shriek. I ЈС. “What is it? 
Do you always have to shout 








like that?" I complained. 
“Гуе got an іаёеа т?” he 

squeaked іп my ear. Then 

he grabbed the TRUNK’S 
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Goop-nvr, «Ё SILK PAJAMAS! 
de 
„7? mE 
^V s 


"What are you doing? Do you want to 
throw us all back in the water?" I protested. 

Trap was waving his arms around in the air. 

“Why are you flapping your arms?" I 
shouted at him. “Are you going to tell us 
you can fly now, too?” 

Trap kept waving excitedly. “Pajamas... 
belt . . . blue stripes!” he cried. 

Finally, he managed to rip my comfy blue- 
and-white-striped pajamas out of the trunk. 
Then he tore them into two pieces! 

“| REALLY AM A GENIUS! I am so clever it 
frightens me at times!" Му cousin giggled. 
He was beginning to sound like a rat who's 
eaten one too many slices of American 
cheese. *We'll just use this rag to make a sail!" 

“Rag? You call this a rag?" I screamed. 
"These are my silk pajamas with silver 
bulttOns! They cost me a fortune! They 


б» 






(;OOD-BYE, SSE x SILK PAJAMAS! 


| 
Тее 


й Т. 
РА й В 
^g y 


have my initials embroidered in gold!" 

"Well, isn't that just like you to be so 
selfish." Trap sighed. “We’re talking about a 
treasure here, and you're worried about 
your pajamas. Geronimoid , you 
amaze me!!” 

I gnashed my teeth together. “Don’t 
call me Geromimoid! My name is 
Geronimo! Geronimo, got it?!” 

There was nothing left to do now but rig 
up Trap’s pajama sail and take off. We were 
all terribly thirsty. 

“Му tongue feels like it got stuck in the 
sandbox at Scampertown Park," mumbled 
Trap. *I would give anything for some 
le:€ er€am . Do you remember 
that ice-cream parlor The Icy Rat? The 
AIR-CONDITIONING in that place was 
always on full blast. You could freeze your 
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Соор-вүк, @ SILK PAJAMAS! 
тед 
^ | 
^g °з 
fur off just waiting for your hot- 
cheese sundae!” 
Sweat dripped down my 
snout. Why did Trap have to'go 


on about ice cream? I was starting 





to have visions of cheddar-chéese ==. 
sugar cones floating on the water. 

The next morning, a peal of thunder 
SHOOK the sky. I licked my snout, and it 
was covered with drops. Drops of water! 
The rain was pelting down like the jet of a 
shower. I swallowed the drops that fell on 
my tongue. I was in mouse heaven! Thea 
and Trap danced their paws off. Then, as 
SU EH as it had come, the rain 
stopped. We hugged. Then, winding our 
tails together, we squeaked: | 
xogethier: 

ү» 


«р. S 
Fen vever. 


Mice O 





Ben was the ftrst one to reach the island. 


ҹә 


-—— 
-— 





7 
LAAAAAND Но! 


Finally, at sunrise on the eighth day of our 
pajama-sailing adventure, I heard someone . 
squeaking, fa % e Qaar cl ho’ 

I stared at the island emerging from the 
waves. It got closer and closer. The sea flowed 
beneath us like an emerald-green carpet. 

Ben was the first one to reach the island. 
The beach was covered with fine white sand. 
When my cousin landed, he flopped onto his 
belly and kissed the ground. Then he turned 
toward us, snout C6Vered in sand. He looked 
like he’d just eaten a doughnut. 

“Ratlings,” he said. “No one is going to 
unglue me from this spot! 

^e rem Hov on p ae гапа Mouse, 


sel A ^ 
nof d sea mo} nd Proud о$ AM 





EMERALD-GREEN 


Deep green water, Greer plants, greer 
grass, greer trees. TREASURE ISLAND would 
be the perfect place for a Saint Patrat’s Day 
party! The whole place looked like nature 
had colored it with a magical greer paint- 
brush. We dragged the TRUNK onto the 
beach and began to explore the island. 

We worked hard to cut a path through the 
thick plants and shrubs. We struggled over 
gigantic rocks covered in slippery moss. 
Then we tried following a line of leafy green 
palm trees. It was tough going. 

We had been hiking for about ten minutes 
when we heard a noise. It sounded like 


running water. No, not just plain old 


OS 







running water like when you fill 
up the bathtub. This was LOUD 
running water. 

We turned the corner and there it 


| 


was...a wonderful, beautiful water, f 
It rushed down from the top of a e / 2 





cliff into a lake of crystal-clear water. Й 
On the other side of the waterfall = 
stood a tree so tall even the clouds 


had to step aside to make room for it. 
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EMERALD WS 


Its enormous BOOTS clung to ROCKS 


like a cat with a tuna sandwich. The island 
was ‘THICK with fruit-bearing trees. 
Bananas, mangoes, and papayas hung over 
our heads. For a minute, | felt like I was 
strolling through the supermarket. I picked 
some, f rui Wand took it back to my 
friends. Benjamin shrieked with joy as he 


hurled himself onto a big slice of papaya. 








EMERALD WS 


"Gerry has brought us lunch!" shouted 
Thea, jumping out of the water. 

“Hooray! Way to go, Geronimouse. 
I'm starved!" squeaked Trap. 

"Geronimouse? Geronimouse? How many 
times do I have to say it? If Гуе told you 
once Гуе told you a hundred times... my 
name is . 


MO 


Why, why, ӨП, why do I always have 


to repeat 1t? 
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LINE UP! 


That night, we slept in the big TREE on 
the other side of the waterfall. We lay in a 
hollow where two branches joined. Our 
backs were pressed together for support. 
Still, I didn't sleep a wink. I was too afraid 
of falling out of the tree. 

Next morning, we all gathered for a 
meeting. We had to decide who would be in 
charge on the island. 

“We will vote by a show of paws!” I said. 

Of course, Trap voted for himself. Thea 
voted for me. And Benjamin and I gave our 
votes to Thea. 

My sister cleared her throat. *Frietrtds,1 
want you to know you won't regret your 


TA 


X ER 

: Ein = T 

LINE = Lip! 
d 


choice," she said, wiping away a small tear. 
THen 
di mae uf uu now!" she shouted. *I will 
begin by assigning your duties. At noon, you 
will report to me...and you will be on 
time! When I say noon, I mean noon! Not one 
minute before, not one minute later! 


х5 THAT QUITE GLEAR? 4 


I don't hear you!!!!” 





"Ugh! She's already gotten a 
swollen head! I knew I was right to vote for 
myself," muttered Trap under his whiskers. 

Thea was walking up and down the beach. 
“We shall build a shelter under the TREE. 
It will take us two, no, three days to finish it. 
Then we leave in search of the Emerald Eye!” 

Trap’ s eyes lit up again. “The treasure! 
Now you're talking!" He grinned. 
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In the meantime, Thea had grabbed a 
sheet of paper and was scribbling down 
tasks for all of us. “Geronimo, you will 
take care of provisions. You'll gather fruit, 
berries, and roots. You'll also fish for crabs. 
Trap. you will be head chef." 

“EXCELLENT CHOICE., BOSS! 
Just wait till you see what tasty dishes I can 
prepare! Whisker-licking good!” said my 
cousin cheerfully. 

“Benjamin, you will help me build our 
shelter under the TREE.» Thea continued, 
without missing a beat. “And now, get 


\ 
A ex • 
“ends coge ot ever / 
WH 
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going! 
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CHEESE SLICES 


That night, Thea stayed up very late. I 
wondered what my sister had up her sleeve 
this time. You just never know with that 
mouse. 

Early the next morning, while we were 
having breakfast, Thea arrived, out of 
breath. H © Org yF y 
she cried, waving the map. 

Trap jumped. “Do you have to scream 
so early in the morning?” he shouted. “You 
know I'm not awake until l've had my cup 
of steamed cheese (two sugars, hold the 
milk). Now, what is it?” 

Thea jumped onto the table and cleared 
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her throat. *I have discovered... she 


TTY 


F- 
a 


I did 19 


CHEESE 2 SLICES 


began. “Drumroll, please.” 

Ahat??? shouted Trap, 
grabbing her by the tail. 

Thea shot Trap a smug smile. “First I 
determined our position, using the astrolabe. 
Then I checked it with a triangulation... 
and worked out the logarithm... .” 

“ASTROLAMP? STRANGULATION? GONGARHYTHM?” 
snorted Trap. “Do you mind speaking 
English? I hate it when you use such 
big words! | 

My sister pointed to the map. “First we 
have to head north toward More Water 
Bay. Then we go around Whats the Point 
Peak and head toward Molehill Mountain. 
There we'll find the Fleariddenfur River. We 
follow the river to Hard as Nails Hill. And 
from there, it should be as easy as pie to find 


the Emerald Eye!” 
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At the mention of the word emerald, Trap 
put his arm around Thea. 

“Oh, my little cousin, let me be the first 
to congratulate you." He beamed. “Did 
anyone ever tell you that you are a real 
genius? So where did you say the trea- 
sure is exactly?" 

Thea snorted. “What is the matter with 
you? Are your eyes covered with 210002505 
slices? Look here at the map," she 

squeaked, flapping it under 
Trap’s snout. “There is 







an Х on it as big as 

| = the moon over Mouse 
Island!” 

SS Trap just smiled and 

stroked Thea’s paw. 

“My dear, sweet, kind, 

beautiful, charming 
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CHEESE t SLICES 


little cousin,” he said. “I suggest we leave 
tomorrow morning, no, maybe tonight. As a 
matter of fact, I could рУ ready to leave 
RiGHT new:. 


“Wait a minute, wait a minute," I jumped 





in. “We have to map out our route, calculate 
the times and the stages of our trip.” 

Trap was getting more and more frantic. 

“What times... what stages? This sly mouse 
here has already organized everything. We are 
leaving and that’s that!” he squeaked. Then he 
and Thea put their heads together and began 
discussing the details of the journey. 

Of all the nerve! It seemed as if I was already 
left out! Meanwhile, my nephew sat munching 
the last Cheesy Chew with a dreamy 
expression on his face. “Treasure, real 
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honest-to-goodmouse treasure... 





(ONE SKULL 


The plan was to leave at six o'clock the 
next morning. But by four o'clock, my 
cousin was already up and about. 

"Ratoons, we are leaving!" Trap shouted 
through a MEGAPHONE made of 
banana leaves. 

Thea grabbed a coconut and hurled it at 
his head. “Do you realize what time it is?” 
she shrieked, chasing him around our 
SHELTER. “When I catch you, I’m going 
to use your fur to make earmuffs!” 

Trap just giggled. “If you don’t hurry, I am 
going to leave without you!” he shouted 
through the megaphone. “I am ready to 


rock! READY to roll! READY to rumble! 


&1 





GO GO 
READY to party! Ready to GO! GO! Gor 


Thea was tearing at her whiskers in a rage. 
“You are the one whe brought 
him along!» she yelled at me. 


à oW ooo T eame 
Vite ы. 
m leaving 






I wanted to say, “Actually, it was your 
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idea,” but I stopped myself. The look in my 
sister's eyes was MI CY RD E; RO EIS 

We set out in single file. We marched all 
day long. By evening, we came to WHAT'S 
THE Point PEAK. Thea pointed at 
the map. “We have reached the location of 


HM 





the first skull. Listen to this secret message: 


“IF YOU FIND A BIG ROCK 
THE COLOR OF CHEESE, 
DON’T RUN AROUND, 
DON’T EVEN SNEEZE! 


Somewhat puzzled, I looked around. “This 
must be the rock on the Map.” I said, 
pointing to a round, cheddar-colored boulder. 
“It looks good enough to eat!” 

I took a few steps forward. *But there is 
nothing to see here. Just some sand. Actually, a 
whole bunch of san —” 

I didn’t get to finish my sentence. I was 
beginning to sink. : eet Hees 

“Look at me!” I giggled. “Зее — ee! 
Look, the sand has reached my ankles... 
no, my knees!” 


£5 







THEA'S EYES OPENED X. 
wipE. SHE WAS 
NOT LAUGHING. 

“Geronimo! I have bad 
news for you!” she called. 

"Hmm? What bad news?" | 
asked, watching the funny sand. 

“Geronimo,” my sister squeaked, “I think 
that's Quicksand: 

I gulped. *Thundering cattails! Quicksand?" 
I shrieked. Hol J " 

The sand had already reached my bellybutton. 

“Stop flapping your arms!” shouted Thea, 
holding her paw out. 

But I kept flapping and flapping. “Heeecelp!” 
I shouted as the sand reached my ears. 

Trap raced over carrying a long green vine 
from a nearby Yee. 

“Grab hold of this, Cousin, if you ever 
want to squcak again!” he cried. 
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Two SKULLS 


Once again, Trap had saved my life. 

“Why, oh, why did I ever agree to take this 
trip? I must be losing my marbles! When I 
get back to New Mouse City, my fur will 
have turned white from all these scares,” I 
mumbled. 

“If we ever get back, that is,” added Trap 
in a grim voice. 

He always knew how to cheer me up. 

The next morning, we crossed Molehill 
Mountain and marched along the banks of 
the Fleariddenfur River. Finally, we sighted 
Hard as Nails Hill. 

“This is it,” announced Thea. “The place 
of the TWO SKULLS.” 
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Two SKULLS 


I shivered. What would we find this time? 
More quicksand? Exploding boulders? 
Grouchy Grandma Onewhisker with a plate 
of her disgusting Swiss cheese muffins? I 
looked around. We were in a clearing with 
one мету tall tree standing in the center. 
It was loaded with big Yellow fruit 
that looked sort of like pineapples. 

Thea read aloud the secret message about 
the TWO SKULLS: 


"BEWARE OF THE HONEY TREE, 
Irs FRUITS ARE KNOWN TO SING, 
LISTEN, BUT DO NOT TOUCH, 
OR YOU WILL FEEL THE STING!” 


Trap stepped forward. “Fruits that 
sting? How ridiculous! Let me take one 
of them, ratoons! Ull knock one down with 
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Two SKULLS 


a stone and then we'll see!" 
"STOP! Don't do it!" I shrieked. 
"Don't worry, Gerrukins." My cousin 

laughed. “So what if they sting? Anyway, ГЇЇ 





just avoid touching them. See? 
Hee-hec- ie et 
He pitched a stone right at the biggest 
fruit in the center. 
"Don't call me Gerryk — " I started to 
say, but I stopped in midsentence. " 


The Yellow fruit № X, ói 
was not a giant xo he 7 % кы “я 
pineapple. It wasn't Ж M RT A ui x s 
even a fruit. It "LM Е Mv" a Fog 
was a giant g 4 м 20 клы. ي‎ o x 
bechive! 3# ж y * б) 

‘Help!’ we screamed $ 4 
together. The beehive was oozing  Xh — 


thick golden honey. Within seconds, 
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Two SKULLS 


swarms of bees flew out from the 
honeycombs hanging on the branches. 
CEIurry!'ro the river!” 


shouted my sister. 


es righ 
"S Meg to the river with * we Ku “o 


Cur tails. 


Then we dove headfirst into the water. 
The current carried us downstream. When 
we reached the bank, the bees were gone. 

Thea pulled out her map. “Let’s see, to 
our left is Hard as Nails Hill, and in front of 

us is Pirate’s Peak. That means if 

we go forward 

| т E we'll hit the 
"^5 THREE 

tgp. SKULLS! 
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‘THREE SKULLS 
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In front of us lay a narrow path made of 
stones. Each stone had a letter engraved on it. 
Thea read aloud the message on the map. 


* “А DANGEROUS TRAP LIES AHEAD. E 


ВЕ OH SO CAREFUL WHERE YOU TREAD. 
SOLVE THIS RIDDLE AND YOU’LL SEE, 
THE RIGHT STONES WILL SET YOU FREE. 
FOR LUNCH OR A SNACK IT IS DELICIOUS. 
WITH LOTS OF HOLES IT'S QUITE NUTRITIOUS. 

WHITE OR YELLOW, 
Е, SHARP OR MELLOW, 
LEAVE SOME FOR OTHERS, 


БЕ A GOOD FELLOw!" э 
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THREE SKULLS 


I reread the riddle several times. Му 
cousin tapped his paw impatiently. 

“Well, Mr. Newspaper Mouse, WOU 
work with wrords. What 
does it mean?” he asked. His paw kept 
tapping faster and faster. “Well, come on, 
what are you waiting for? We don’t have all 
day, you know.” 

Trying to ignore my cousin, I stared at the 
riddle. The answer was right on the tip of 
my tongue. What has lots of holes? What is 
white or yellow and delicious? Suddenly, I 
clapped my paws together. “It’s cheese!” I 
shrieked with glee. “You must jump on the 
letters spelling out the word С MEE Si!” 

Before we could stop him, Trap hopped 
onto the stone engraved with the letter 
Then he hopped on the H. then the Е. апа 
then the a. 
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THREE SKULLS 


“Look out!” the rest of us screamed. 
Spelling has never been one of my 
cousin’s strong points. Of course, there are 


two E’s in the middle of CHEESE ! 


The minute Trap set his paw on the wrong 







stone it Fre we3.and down he 
I peered into the hole. It was... Z 
A foul-smelling odor rose from it. 9. 
Wait а minute. I could just make GO 
out something at the bottom. Uh-oh. S5 


I was looking at a bunch of bones! 
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POOR TRAP! 


“Poor Uncle Trap!" sobbed Benjamin. 
“Poor Cousin. We won’t even be able to 
visit his grave,” murmured Thea, wiping e" 
away a tcar. tie was such a great Mouse: 
“He was such a great mouse. Do you 
remember when he saved your life at sea, 
Uncle?” cried Benjamin. 
— Even I felt terrible. “How could I ever 
H Qu eq uid Yet Sog te not 
once, but twice. The first time at sea and the 
second time from the quicksand. He was so 
courageous!" 


O і 
Hew S courageous: 
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Then Thea added softly, “Well, let's be 
honest, sometimes he could be a bit of 
age Hm. 

Benjamin jumped right in. “Actually, now 
that I think about it, poor Uncle Trap could 
be pretty LIBRO Sg. 

I stood up and dusted the dirt off my 
paws. “In fact, I think he was totally 
OC WOX 0^7 at times!” 

“А PAIN? ANNOYING? 
OBNOXIOUS” a voice called out 
from the hole. 

We peered into the deep pit. Trap was 
hanging by his pants from a tree root. 

“Hang on, Trap! we are coming 
to the rescue!” I called. 

We lifted him out in no time. Trap looked 
a little pale. Still, he sounded just as 
irritating as ever. 
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“You know, I heard all the bad things you 
said about me," he said. Then he smiled. 

"But I guess you said some nice things, 
too. Especially you, Gerrymug. In fact, 
Geronimiss, I could give you a kiss! Hey, 
that's pretty good," he giggled. uec eet 

I groaned. Why, oh, why had we pulled 
him out of that hole! 








GOLD DOUBLOONS? 


We started hiking toward the X again. 
According to Thea’s map, we had almost 
reached the Emerald Eye. Trap practically 
skipped the rest of the way. Га never seen 
him so excited. Well, there was that time he 
won a free cheeseburger at Burger Mouse. ... 

Trap's voice interrupted my thoughts. 
"Hey, Cousinkins, do you think we'll find 

other things besides the Emerald Eye? 
I mean, you're the expert on this 
stuff, right? Could we find 
jewels or lots of money?" 





“Well, we could find some 


эз 


old coins," I answered. “Maybe 


we might find gold doubloons. 
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They have a picture of the cat prince Meow 
Iron Claw, also known as Snarls the Mouse 
Muncher, on them." 

Trap did a little dance. “Doubloons! 
Doubloons! Gold doubloons! I just love 
the sound of that word!” He chuckled. 

Meanwhile, Thea was checking the map. 
She pointed straight ahead. 

“That’s it!” she announced. “The Emerald 
Eye should be right in front of us!” 

Trap ran ahead. Then he stopped. He 
looked around, confused. 

"| don't see any emerald here. АП I see is 
water!” he squeaked. 

For once, my cousin was telling the truth. 
On the exact spot where we were supposed 
to find the Emerald Eye, there was a deep lake! 

“IASTROLAMP? STRANGULATION? GONGARHYTHM?” 
snorted Trap furiously. 
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“But this is exactly where the X is on my 
map,” Thea murmured. 

“If it is the right place, then we are on the 
wrong island! And it’s all your fault!” Trap 
cried, chasing after Thea. 

I sighed, my head between my paws. 
Benjamin sat beside me, looking sad. Just 
then, I heard leaves rustling. 

The sound was coming from the forest 
nearby. 

“Sssssh! Keep quiet, everyone!” I whispered. 
“Something back here is moving!” 

We all strained our ears to listen. 

Sometime g ы OË 
someone?!” whispered Trap in a shaky 
voice. He looked at us. “Let’s see. Who can 
go check things out? Ben is too young. Thea 
can't be of any help because she is a 
FEMALE. And its really only right that I 
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stay behind to look after those two. So that 
only leaves you, Geronimo. Better get 
going!” he concluded, pushing me toward 
the bushes where the noises were coming 
from. 

At that moment, Thea sprang into action. 
“Tust because [I’m female doesn't mean I 


can't take care of things!" she shrieked. She 
erabbed her knife with two paws and 


charged toward the bushes. 


“эн WV YOURSELF, 
ЖЕ YOU DARE! ’she squeaked, 


moving aside a few leaves. 

Little Benjamin trembled beside me. Trap 
whimpered. Even my tough-talking sister 
was shaking. 

I chewed on my whiskers. I imagined a 
pack of ferocious wild t@mcats or maybe 
lions on the other side of the bushes. So 
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GOLD DOUBLOONS 





this is how it would end? We would all 
become snacks for some mouse-munching 
monsters? АП of our sailing and swimming 
and hiking and sweating for nothing? It was 
almost too much to bear. I closed my eyes. 
When I opened them again, I saw the 
strangest sight. In front of us stood a group 
of animals. No, not a band of drooling 
tomcats. Not a pack of roaring lions. It was 
a party of Се. They were dressed 
in bathing suits. Some had cameras and 
camcorders. 
One of the mice stepped forward. *Hello. 
Are you guests of the 
resort?" he asked. 


К NT укусу 
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‘RESORT? WHAT RESORT?” 
we all squeaked at the same time. 

*"RaTliN'S Tropical Resort and Health 
Spa, of course," the mouse said, giving us a 


strange look. 
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SNIP! 
SNAP! 


For a moment, I thought maybe I was just 


having a bad dream. X PINCHED 
RAY SELF. The mice in the bathing 
suits were still standing there. 

At last, Trap spoke. “RATLIN’S Tropical 
Resort,” he repeated. “Do you mean this 
X NOT a DESERTED island?" 

The guide looked at us with curiosity. 

“Deserted island? You should see the 
mounds of rodents on the beach,” he said. 
“This is our busiest time of year!” 

Trap turned to Thea, fuming. “It’s bad enough 
that you brought me to the wrong island. 
But did you have to bring me to a tourist trap?!” 
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I couldn't believe it. I felt a lump of 
despair in my throat — like a mouse being 
served at the Grand Cat Buffet. 

Meanwhile, the tourists were staring at us 
in amazement. With our Fatty fur and torm 
clothing, they didn't know what to make of us! 

A shy-looking mouse with big ears 
approached Thea. “Um, Miss, did you just take 
one of Ratlin's SORVIVAL classes?" he asked. 

Thea stared at him. For a minute, she 
looked like a mouse caught by a flashlight. 
Then my sister snapped to attention. 
“Survival lessons?” she repeated. 
“Why, do I look like a rodent who needs 
lessons? Take a look at this knife. I can 
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chop a rat's tail in two 
faster than you can 
twitch your whiskers. 
snip! Snap!" 

She Tar a tree branch in 
two with опе clean blow. Her 
audiente shuddered, hypnotized. 

“Can I walk you back to the resort?” the 
mouse with the big cars asked my sister. “I 
would love to take you to dinner tonight. I know 
a great little restaurant right on the beach!” 


a} 


“We'll see, my dear, we'll see,” squeaked 
Thea, flattered. 

I shook my head. Benjamin and I set out 
toward the resort. Trap just stared off 
into space. “But the trea- 

sure..." he repeated 
over and over. "The 


treasure...” 





FASTEN YOUR 
SEAT BELTS! 


After listening to our amazing adventures, 
the manager of RATLIN’S Resort got us 
our first-class seats on the first flight back 

o New Mouse City. Well, actually three 
seats, since Thea had decided to stay a few 
more days. 

*He is such a deeear!" Thea had shrieked 
about her new, big-eared friend. “I have 
never met such a charming mouse! 
He adores me, and he is sooo romantic! 
Geronimo ‚ why don’t you stay for a little 
longer, too?" 

“1 want to go home! I just want to go 
home!” I kept telling her. 
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FASTEN YOUR S2 SEAT BELTS! 


The time to leave finally came. “Now 
boarding!” blasted the loudspeaker at the 
airport. We climbed onto the plane. 

"All rodents, please fasten your seat 
belts!” the pilot requested. 

A pretty flight attendant with dark 
brown fur walked down the aisle, passing 
out slices of tasty Swiss cheese. 

“HAVE FUN on your vacation?” asked 
the mouse seated next to me. 

Fun wouldn't exactly be my first word to 
describe it, | thought. How about disaster? 
Or nightmare? But I nodded anyway. “Fun,” 
I grumbled. “LOADS OF FUN.” 

Trap was back to his usual self. I heard 
him flirting with the flight attendant. ; 

He told her he was ak C&Pert sailo* | 

Then he began telling her about 


our ADVENTURE. 
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FASTEN YOUR Wee SEAT BELTs! 


I missed most of the details. I was too 
busy looking at the view outside my 
window. This was the first time I had seen 
the island from above. It was quite a 
sight. Right in the middle of the ISLAND was 
a lake as green as an emerald! And, of 
course, the lake was exactly where the trea- 
sure was supposed to be on Thea’s map. 

Now, that was odd. 
From up in the sky, 
the lake looked 
just like an 





emerald-green EVÉ. 
Eye? Emerald? 
"Holey cheese!" I 
squeaked excitedly. 
Benjamin, who 
had fallen sound 


asleep, woke 


FASTEN YOUR e-i SEAT BELTS! 


up with a squeak. | 

“LOOK!” 1 shouted, pulling Trap's 
tail. I jumped out of my seat and pointed 
out the window. “It’s the Emerald Eye! x 
I shrieked. 

A frail white-haired rat waved her book at 
me. “Shhh!” she said, glaring. Other pass- 
engers threw me dirty looks. Oh, well, guess 
I wouldn't be winning the most popular 
passenger award. 

“So that is the treasure shown on the 
map !” | cried, ignoring my newfound 
enemies. 

My cousin just snorted. “Gerryboy, to me 
a treasure is something you can spend! АП 
you can do with that treasure is wash your 
socks in it!” 

I sighed, sinking back into my seat. The 
shimmering.greetrt.lakec-in the middle of 
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FASTEN YOUR Bez) SEAT BELTS! 


the island moved farther and farther away. 
Benjamin laid his tiny head on my shoulder. 
“I think the Emerald Eye is a wonderful 
treasure, Uncle,” he said. “It’s the most 


beautiful treasure I’ve ever seen!” 








ii MEGA HUGE 
аа. FRIDGE! 


“Ce * 
О ВЕ HOME Kahl 
Clean sheets, a ¥O? shower, and my 
MEGA huge fridge stuffed with the best 
cheeses a mouse can buy! 

Today I bumped into Trap. *You have 
such a way with words. Why don't you slap 
together an adventure story about the trea- 
sure hunt?" he suggested. 

"Are you kidding? I am a busy mouse! 
I run a newspaper! It's unthinkable! It's 
impossible! It's ridiculous!" I replied. 

That evening, though, I leafed through my 
travel diary. So much to write about, what 
an adventure! Maybe for once Trap had 
come up with a good 1d€a.... 
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Му mega huge fridge was stuffed with the best cheeses! 
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TENNIS 
Тор CLUB 


Six months have gone by since the day we 
returned from our trip. I followed Trap’s 
advice and wrote the book. I published it, 
too. And you'll never guess what happened. 
It SOLD: Like catnip at the Meowville 
Movie Theater! 

The book is already on the bestseller 
list here in New Mouse City. 


“Now, this is what I call a real treasure!” 
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shouted my cousin, waving his check in the 
air. I figured it was only right to give him 
some money from the book. After all, he 
was a big part of the adventure. (Even if his 
was mostly the annoying part!) 

To celeb rateé my success, | 
invited Silky Fur, awery pretty lady friend 
of mine, to the Tennis Top Club.*I couldn't 
put the book down, you know. I never knew 
you were so brave!” whispered Silky Fur 
in my ear. 

I was beginning to think our adventure 


might have been worth it after all. 
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HELLO, GERRY? 


At the crack of dawn one morning, I got a 
call from Thea. “Gerry, get ready for an 
UN-BE-LEEV-ABLE piece of 
news! Guess what I discovered today?" she 
squeaked. 

“How on earth would I know?" I grumbled, 
crawling back into bed with the phone. 

"Another map. You know what I am 
talking about!" my sister insisted. 

“No, I don't. What are you talking about? 
What map?" 

“The same as last time! Do you remember 
The Mouse House? Cheddar ravioli? Extra- 


spicy sauce? Don't let me say any more," 
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HELLO Ma GERRY? 


she demanded, sounding mysterious. 


The Mouse House? 
Cheddar ravioli? 

Extra-spicy sauce? 

I threw back the covers and jumped out 
of bed. This could mean only one thing. My 
crazy sister was planning another trip. “Oh, 
no! Not this time!” I shrieked into the 
phone. “Not on your life! Don’t you have a 
boyfriend now? Why don’t you ask him to 
go with you?” | 

‘Whe? Old Big Ears 


I got rid of him like 


"^ 





moldy cheese." 
She giggled. 
*But let's talk 
about more 
serious matters. 


HELLO % 2 GERRY? 


You wouldn't let me go on my own, would 
you? You are my older brother, after all. 
Where is your sense of duty? It could be a 
very DAN-GER-OUS journey! Hello, 
Gerry? Gerry, are you still there? Gerry, 
Gerrr. ru, Gerrrrry J» squeaked Thea. 
Don’t call me Gerry, I wanted to say. My 
name is Geronimo, Geronimo Co of 
But I had no strength left. 
I put the receiver down on my nightstand. 
I already knew where this was 
going to lead.... 
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THE AMAZING 
VOY AGE: 
THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
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OF FANTASY 
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THE QUEST FOR 
PARADISE: 


THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 
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THE VOLCANO 
OF FIRE: 

THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY, 


Check out 
These very 
special editions 
featuring me 
and the Thea 
Sisters! 
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THE JOURNEY THE SECRET OF 
TO ATLANTIS THE FAIRIES 


ny Meet a 20 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR, 


I, Geronimo Stilton, have a lot of mouse 





friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYSTERIOUS mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. I'm a real 'fraidy 
mouse, but even I think CREEPELLA and her 
family are ЛУЛУ fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly spooky tales! 
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He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton's 4 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone ww 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
-dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
-his life in the Stone Age is full 

of adventure! 
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most widely read daily newspaper. 


б. . Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
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scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and е 










з ved the And ersen 2000 Prize for Person nality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 


_ Award for world's best ratlings’ electronic book. His 






works have been published all over the globe. 
In hissspare time, Mr. Stilton collect 
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enjoys is nz stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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books 


and newspaper are printed) 


Accounts department 
4. Editorial room (where the editors, 


illustrators, and designers work) 


2. Printing presses (where the 
5. Geronimo Stilton's office 
6. Helicopter landing pad 
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Industrial Zone 
Cheese Factories 
Angorat International 
Airport 

WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 
Cheese Market 

Fish Market 

Town Hall 

Snotnose Castle 

The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

Mouse Central Station 
Trade Center 

Movie Theater 

Gym 

Catnegie Hall 

Singing Stone Plaza 
The Gouda Theater 
Grand Hotel 

Mouse General Hospital 
Botanical Gardens 
Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap's store) 

Aunt Sweetfur and 
Benjamin's House 
Mouseum of 

Modern Art 
University and Library 


24. 
25. 
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32. 
33. 
34. 
35. 


36. 
37. 
38. 
39. 
40. 
41. 
42. 
43. 
44. 
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Мар of New Mlouse City 


The Daily Rat 

The Rodent's Gazette 
Trap's House 

Fashion District 

The Mouse House 
Restaurant 
Environmental 
Protection Center 
Harbor Office 
Mousidon Square 
Garden 

Golf Course 
Swimming Pool 
Tennis Courts 
Curlyfur Island 
Amousement Park 
Geronimo's House 
Historic District 
Public Library 
Shipyard 

Thea's House 

New Mouse Harbor 
Luna Lighthouse 

The Statue of Liberty 
Hercule Poirat's Office 
Petunia Pretty Paws’s 
House 

Grandfather William's 
House 
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Big Ice Lake 

Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Transratania 

Mount Vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano 
Brimstone Lake 
Poopedcat Pass 
Stinko Peak 

Dark Forest 

Vain Vampires Valley 
Goose Bumps Gorge 
The Shadow Line Pass 
Penny Pincher Castle 
Nature Reserve Park 
Las Ratayas Marinas 
Fossil Forest 

Lake Lake 


21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25, 


26. 
27, 
28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 
32. 
33. 
34. 


35. 
36. 
37. 


Мар of Mouse Island 


Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Gnat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rio IVlosquito 








^ Dear mouse friends, Kk 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 
It'll be another. whisker-lickifg-good 
adventure, and that's a promise! 





_ Geronimo Stilton 








Whois Geronimo Stilton? 
That's me! | run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing tales of 
adventure. Here in New Mouse City, . 
the capital of Mouse Island, my 
books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are full of fun—tastier than Swiss 
cheese and tangier than extra-sharp 
cheddar. They are whisker-licking- 
good stories, and that's a promise! 








LOST TREASURE OF THE 
EMERALD EYE 

It all started when my sister, Thea, 
discovered an old, mysterious map. 
It showed a secret treasure hidden 
on a faraway island. In no time at all, 
my sister dragged me and my cousin 
Trap into her treasure hunt. It was an 
adventure I'd never forget. ... 


da 








wwwwvw.scholastic.com/ 
geronimostilton 
RL3 007-010 


